TOUSLED head on the pillow,
Little plump arms stretched out for a good-night
kiss,

And a child's sweet reticent loves
Shown thus, in perfection, for me:

I thank thee, my little girl,

For this mighty, incredible lesson,
That the love which God feels unto man
Is the same, yet unspeakably more,

Than this great tide of love

Which even my narrow heart
Can feel for thyself,

BOTH hands stretched up to the sky,
Where the shade of evening has fallen deep,
My little son, scarce two years old,
Runs forward across the grass
With upturned face and baby clamour of delight*
For even now, for the very lirst time in his life,
He has seen the stars.

Thus also shall we rejoice, with a childlike delight*
When at last, O Father divine,
We behold the glory of Thy heaven*

Aye, and Thou also wilt share our joy,
More deeply joyful than ourselves,
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